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e Bride’s Play, a Romantic

Film Drama Will Start On This Page Monda

Where Girls Propose by Right

. A CURIOUS custom prevails in Himia, one of the lit-

tle islands of the Greek Archipelago. The girls of
this tiny isle of sponge-fishers exercise the right to
"propose to men, and have done so for centuries.

This Day in History

GENERALS ROBERTS and Gough, both of whom

figured prominently in the world war, won their
spurs on this date in 1879, when they defeated an
army of 25,00 in the Afghan revolt against the British

!
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Read the Serial Here and Watch for ||

- the Motion Picture Soon To Be
. Shown at Leading Theaters.
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“Because he's told me to wsend

EHE STORY SO FAR. 1 father'd have us?" asked Jinmie.
ssle Birdsong, a lovely flower of the

Bast Side, works In the Blatzky sweat-
‘muhaip her brother, Jimmie, support
I-ill'n‘ mother. She becomes aoc-
ualated with Lulu Pope, an usher at a
ter. Lulu gets Mssle & place at the

o theater, where she meets Joe Ull-
man, a young ticket speculator. KEssle
her mother and Jimmie about him,
but he steadily keepa away from Essie's
ly. In his busineas as ticket specu-

. he sslls seats to John Bascomb,
wson of a now wealthy former sultor
Mrs. Birdsong. Esale invites Joe to
er, but again he disappoints her and
hér family, and when she meets him later
tells him she dossn’'t sver want to
him again, At home, Mra. Birdsong
& new heart seizure, worrying over
s delayed home-coming. Essie real-
that nothing short of her bringing
for her mother to ses will appease
» but he spurns her and she returns
e h Asapair. Meanwhile young John
om is wandering about the East
and, meeting Essie, he impersonates
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'Just Around the Corner” made
i motion 'm. scenario and
direction by Marion, Is a
tan production, released

@ a t plcture.)

Screen Version Novelized.
By JANE McLEAN.

‘MMIE confessed there was
something to this point of
view.

“And here's something else—you
didn't know my father knew your
miother, did you? He did, when she
was a girl like your sister and he
was a young fellow my age—and
he's still living ‘In the same old
house he lived in then; I'll say it
would be a grand thing for him If
Yyou two would go up there and keep
him company—he's all alone.”

. Essle looked at her brother. ““Oh,
Jimmlis, to go in the country.”

“Sure,” sald Johd, “and go to
school; you'll have to do that—I
promised, and I'm great on keep-
ing promises.”

“But how do you know your

you along—but I'm going to do
better than that, I'm going to bring
you."

There was a famlly council in the
Birdsong flat attended by Essle and
Jimmie and John Bascom and Mrs.
Finschreiber during which the ten-
ant below was asked to accept the
furniture of the Birdsongs with the
exception of a few little trinkets
as a Christmas present from Little
Ma.

Mrs. Finschreiber shed tears and
accepted with the same whole-heart-
edness she had shown when no fur-
niture was in sight.

And Essle kissed her and she
kissed Jimmie and watched them
leave the tenement just around the
corner for the last time before she
repeated the story of the rich young
man and the miracle that had hap-
pened on the floor above her.

The journey to the old home of
Little Ma was a kind of bewlilder-
ing excursion filled with marvel-
ous Incidents; for the first time the
girl and the boy got a glimpse of
the vastness of the city which had
shut them in.

But It was when they came to
the country that their wonder turn-
ed into delight; never had they seen
such wild fields of snow; never had
they heard sleigh bells" before, and
when the train stopped at the small
station and they were met by John's
father they felt as though they had
come straight to the special habita-
tion of Santa Claus.

Nelghbors of Bascom senlor
thought it strange, but not out of

keeping with his character that he
should take into his household two
children of the worthless Henry

f

Mrs.Birdaog Is Taken with Another Heart Attack and Jimmie Accuses Essie of Being h Cause of It.

Birdsong of forgotten memory and
bring them up as though they be-
longed to him.

But Mr., Bascom could afford to
be generous—selfish, he called It,
for he felt himself growing young
again with Essie In the house.

“Don't be shocked at her talk,”

his son had said. “SBend her to
school, dad; she's a lot to learn;
you won't know her in a year and
the boy's a brick."”
Like a Falry Tale.

To be trancplanted to ths coun-
try, to know peace and plenty, to
have found a fairy godfather—all

this was more than Essie and
Jimmie could have dreamed in their
wildest moments.,

The girl went to school and
worked; In a year Lulu would not
have known her. ¥For, according
to Lulu's standards, Eilsle was no
longer “chick.” The old slangisms,

the aint’s and the wild disagree-
ment between plural nouns and
singular verbs had disappeared. Es-

sle could speak quietly and correct-
ly, and Mr. Bascom senior felt he
had known it all the time. The
stock was there, and all it needed
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-  THE CORNE

An Engrossing Film Drama, Based on’

One of FANNIE

HURST'S Unique -

Stories of New York’s East Side. ~*

was the environment to bring It 4

out.

Jimmile was eager and grateful;
now if there is any one thing that
repays the generous for thelr trouble
it is the feellng that those for
whom they strive appreciate their
interest.

Mr. Bascom actually gloried in
the affection showered on him by
the girl and the boy; they walted
on him; they ran errands for him;
they spent their time thinking what
they could do for him, and they
were so devoted that he began
to wonder if they weren't his own
children after all and he'd just
missed them all these years.

Now and agaln they asked for
young John, but that young man
was busy in New York—and came
home infrequently.

He mentioned them in his letters
and wrote to Essie and asked her
to write to him. That was the one
great Incentive for the girl. To
write to John she must be able
to write well, to express herself
well.

Many a night she sat in her room,
so different from the room in the
tenement, and studied and began let-
ters and tore them up and started
them over and tore them up again.

As she Improved she wrote easily;
John Bascom got all the news of

his home town; all the gossip and |

Essie Birdsong signed her letters
“Your True Friend."”

Essle had been with John Bas-
com, senior, a year and a half when
young John came home for his
Summer holidays.

Jimmie and his sister drove to
the station to meet him.

“Well, I'l say my true friend

} has grown as beautiful as the coun~.
try,” sald John grasping her slen- *'
der hand and shaking Jimmie's out- ;.
stretched brown one with the othes. ..

Essle laughed a laugh she had '~
never felt in New York. e,

“I'l be here a whole month— .
we’'ll have some real old-fashioned -
good times.” 1R

“I'm going to work on the farm.,”
sald Jimmie, “but Essie isn't very
busy these days.” g

“I'll keep her busy,” said J'ohlt..J-.
Bascom as they started for the main
street. 4

“S80 you're sticking to the old{:
horse, eh?” asked the man as Es + '
sle flipped the reins. %

“Your father and I drive a lot.”_.:f‘:
she said, “and he prefers the horse.: =
to the car.” !

“Oh, he does! well I prefer the.'
ear to the horse—I'm a fast young
man, 1 am—Illving in New York
does it—don't I look it?" I'-_

Essie Does Not Look. i

Essle did not look; ever since John;:
had saved her on that bitter night;
which now secemed so very long agol:
she found -it hard to look at him:,
without remembering the tender-|
ness in his eyes. Not that she re-
sented that, only she was afraid
her own niight tell too much of
tale.

John's father had not looked =3
well for years,

“This being a parent a second
time seems to agree with you,”
John Junior remarked as they =at
around the supper table.

“It's added years to my declin.
ing life; it's put new vim into
muscles and given a new view:
point to my vision."
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adopt the mastodon for its

totem. The 101st discovery
of a mastodon’s remains within the
borders of the State was recently
made near Temple Hill, in Orange
eounty. This is the thirty-first
skeleton, or part of a skeleton, found
inmide Orange county. It is a very
fine specimen and almost perfect.
It goea to the State Museum at Al-
bany. The state of development of
the teeth shows that it was a young
animal, though a large one, and
what was probably Its last meal—
& quantity of chewed-up tamarack
~—was found so placed within the
ribs that its nature could hardly
be mistaken. The skeleton lay on
its side Iin what was doubtless,
after the close of the last glacial
period, a tamarack swamp.

It is decldedly thrilllng to look
mpon the actual, original bones of
an animal that walked about and
ehewed tamarack and hemlock and
fought flles In muddy swamps,
while its long golden-brown halir
glinted In streaks of sunshine that
stole through the tangled (trees,
ages in advance of Adam's date.
Evidently this was not one of the
newly-created animals brought be-
fore Adam to be named.

Yet the mastodon was a mammal,
1. e, a creature belonging to the
highest of all orders, which in-
eludes man, and is specially char-
aoterized by the fact that all of its
members suckle their young. True
mothers are found only among mam-
mals. This sturdy young mastodon
giant, who perished In that anclent
tamarack swamp, had a mother
physiologically of the same order as
& human mother, though she llved
leng, long before Eden was planted.

Dr. S8herman C. Bishop, of the
New York State Museum, sketches
the outlines of a wvery wonderful
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MASTODON FOR TOTEM

By Garrett P. Serviss—
EW YORK SBTATE ought to 4

-

b picture when he says, In relation to

this new find:

“The mastedon was the most
conspicuous member of the mam-
mal fauna New York ever had, and
it is of special interest to note the
great abundance of these creatures
in the State during the time of the
recession of the post-glacial waters,
especially over the swampy high-
lands before the land had settled
down to its present altitude.

After all the disturbances to
which the soll of New York and its
contents have been subjected, the
wasting by the weather and the
various other agencies attacking
and destroying the Integrity of such
remains, the abundance of the re-
corded discoveries of mastodon
bonea in the State can only be in-
terpreted as indicating the fact
that in thelr heyday these animals
were as abundant here as the buf-
falo were on the plains seventy-five
years ago."”

The men of the stone ages in
Furope made pictures of the mam-
moth that are astonishingly true to
life—for we know just how that
animal looked through the discov-
ery of {ce-preserved specimens in
Biberia—but although some scratch-
ings on bone recently found in the
United States have been thought
to be posaible attempts to repre-
sent the mastodon, yet the evidence
is far from clear or trustworthy.
In fact, we have no proof that man
existed at all in New York State
at the time when the mastodons
were there. He may have existed
there; he may have encountered the
mastodon, but the evidence that he
did Is lacking.

Yet, except perhaps for climatio
obatacles, there {8 not a priorl rea-
son why man and mastodon should
not have been contemporary in the
Eastern United States, or anywhere
along the central belt of the coun-
try where the borders of the fce lay
during the last glacial period, and
where mastodon remalns are now
found. Here {8 one of the most in-
teresting explorations that could
be undertaken, viz., the systematic
search for plelstocene human re-
mains in North America comparable
—{f such be the case—with similar
remains abounding in REurope.

It may be found that early man
could not live with the mastodons,
because they dwelt by preference
too close to the retreating ice, In
a climate, and amid physical con-
ditions unsuited to human require-
ments, even when such require-
ments were least exacting.

| time that he realized
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The Wine of Life  -:-

By Arthur Stringer.

Well-Known Author and Novelist of

Country-Wide Reputation.

HEN he thought of Rodin's “La

porte de I'Enfer” and the creat-

ures of desire writhing and
coiling about that great door. He
. would satisfy at least one hunger, he
decided, as he made an effort to
catch the animal skulking in the
corner of his house-steps. He would
take it up to his room and feed it,
glve It the meal of its life. But that
harried street cat, unused to kindness,
was not easy to approach., Storrow
even followed it Into the shadowed
area beneath the steps themselves,
stooping low and striving to disarm
its suspicions.

He suddenly stood erect, still in
the shadow, for a motor car had
stopped at the curb within ten
paces of From thils car he
eaw a man step slowly down and
swing open the door. At the same
this man to
be Donnie Eastman he saw the
second alighting figure.

He knew it was Torrle even be-
fore he caught the sound of her con-
tented little coo of laughter as the
heavily ulstered man ushered her up
the worn sandstone steps, with one
hand clasping her crooked arm at
the elbow.

On the top step they came to a
full stop. No word was. spoken, but
each, apparently swayed by the
pame impulse, glanced first east-
ward and then westward along the
empty street. Then, still without a
spoken word, they stood clasped for
a mement in each other's arma.

And still writhout speaking, the
woman withdrew Into the darkness

4 of the house, and the man in the 4

ulster, after standing for A moment
in abstracted contemplation of his
car, slowly went down the steps,

lighted a clgarette and slithered oft
eastward into the night, with a ruby
light winking back as he bobbed
over the car tracks of Fourth ave-
nue.

Slowly Btorrow emerged from his
sheltering shadow, feelilng his way
up the sandstone steps as a blind
man might. He stood under the
faded door-lintel, with one shoulder
against the worn and blistered
frame, staring out at the brown-
stone arroyo of blank doors and
drawn blinds and quavering with a
nauseous ague which he seemed un-
able to control,

Biding His Time.

It was not anger that shook him
It was not shame and it was not dis-
gust, It seemed at the moment, a
black and all-suffusing hopelessness,
a hopelessness which left his body
cold and his heart numb.

Then a reaction apparently more
physical than mental set in, and he
found himself burning with an in-
articulate fury of protest wave by
mounting wave, until relief In action
seemed essential. Yet he fought
agalnst the sudden hot thirst to
mount to the studio and confront
the woman who sooner or later
would have to be confronted. De-
fore that encounter, he warned him-
self, he must be under complete
selfcontrol. He was sure of himself
now, and of his line of procedure.
He could afford to awalt his time.

He stepped out into the midnight
street with polgnant feeling of
homeleasness gnawing at his heart,
scarcely comscious of the direction

-

in which he was moving.
of a belated panhandler or two drift
ing eastward along Twenty-third
street arrested his attention.

He watched those homing birds
beating their way toward the cheay

and verminous lodging houses that .

lay near the East river, wondering
why the human body, when ill-fed
and {llclad, ambulated thus with
upthrust shoulders and forward-
drooping spine. He himself, he re-
membered, would have to find na
sleeping place for the night. Being
without hand-baggage, he sheered
away from the more pretentious
hotels.
In The Light of Day.

He felt the need, in fact, of ob-
livion, of violent submergence in
some neutralizing physical discom-
fort, like that which comes to a
distracted ewe flung bodily into a
sheep-dip. BSo, after walking for
an hour without sense of direction
or destination, he entered without
repugnance a side-street caravan-
sery with tlers of bald little rooms
above |ta over-gilded ground floor
saloon. There, after paving for
his meager quarters in advance, he
went to bed.

But he slept little. When, to-
wards morning, fitful and broken
slumber overtook hiny, he was tor-
tured with dreams of lasclvious
feline bodies swarming and climb-
ing about a door draped with black.
8o disturbing were thege dreams
that he was glad to open his eyes
and see sunlight slanting In
through his narrow uncurtained
window.

He got up and dressed with the
slow heaviness of an athlete after
a fleld-day marked with many de-

The sight 4 feats,

By Arthur Stringer.

sore In body but Infinitely
more bruised in soul. At the lunch-
counter below stairs he bought a
roast beef sandwich and a cup of
coffee.

The sandwich of indurated beef
and ryebread proved uneatable
and he was staring at it with heavy
listlessness when his attentign was
attracted by a short and wide-

shouldered Itallan with a willow
basket of plaster casts swung by &
strap from his shoulder. Blorrow,
as he gulped down his steaming
but stale cup of coffee coptinued
to watch him. The peddler was
doing his best to persuade an in-
different-eyed Irish bartender to
purchase two undraped and diminu-
tive wood-nymphs in plaster-of
Paris. But his efforts were un-
availing.

Storrow stopped the Italian
he replaced the nymphs and started
towards the door.

“Who makes these for you?' he
asked, looking over the basket of
reposing white figures. They were
very badly modeled, Storrow saw,
mostly nudes and demi-nudes of
Phrynes and Venuses and bacchan-
tes and bathing girls, that type of
naively pronographic art which had
go firmly established {tself beaide
the barber’'s mirrow and the tap-
ster's pyramided drinking-glasses.

“1 maka dem myself,” the Italian
responded, not without pride.

“Do vou ever feel that you'd like
gomething better?” Inquired Stor-
row, taking up an obese plaster
Dryad with ankles sufficiently gen-
erous for a Hercules.

(To Be Continued Tomorrow)

ADVICE TO THE|
LOVELORN

By Beatrice Fairfax—

Don’t Be Petty.

DEAR MISS FAIRFAX:

A year ago I went about
with A man for six months when
hes suddenly stopped calling. A6 A
short time ago I met him and we
made an appointment which he
did not keep, but wrote me =&
letter stating that he was sorry he
could not see me on that day,
but If I wanted to see him to write
him and we would make another
appointment. Do you think I
should write him or walt until I
hear from him. He knows I love
him dearly, and I think he s
taking advantage of that,

ANXIOUS.

ON'T be petty. The man wrote

asking you to make another ap-
pointment. You say you care for
him, but you appear to value a
ailly sort of pride so high that you
won't show the give and take apirit
neceasary to friendship, be it be-
twoen man and woman or between
woman and woman,

Bobbie and His Pa

By WILLIAM F. KIRK.

E had sum steem fig pudding
W for dinner last nite, it was
awful good & I wanted a
other plate of it & Pa sed all rite,
Bobble, here 18 a other plate of this
pudding, but beeware of pudding,
sed Pa, it will malk you too fat,
espeshully In the hed, sed Pa.

Does it malk you fat in the hed? I
sed, You have ate two dishes of it
wlreddy, I sed.

Thare 18 no danger of my gitting
fat hedded, sed Pa, beekaus my
work is all brane work & my hed
nevver gits a chanst to git “at, but
a yung kidd llke you, sed Pa, ia dif-
fernt. 1 guess that is rong, kidd,
shud be k-id.

It Ia moar dangerus for oller pee
pul 1o eat sweet stuff than yung pee
pul, sed Ma. A docktor told our
wimmens club that,

That mite upply to old gurls, but
not to old gents, sed Pa. The old
gurls that beelongs to yure club, If
they are all llke you, is sweet enuff
alreddy, sed Pa,

You better say so, sed Ma. But 1
meen It, you shud not eet much
hevvy sweet stuff llke puddings.

I rumtimes go for weeks without
eeting much sweet stuff, sed Pa.
But this fig pudding is so deeliteful
that I can-not back away from It,
sed Pa. Did you maik it with yure
own dear hands? sed Pa to Ma.

I made it, sed Ma. Onst In a wile
You seem to reéelize my abbility, sed
ﬁ:: but nevver for vary long, msed

4

Oh yes I do, sed Ta. You are a
very abel lady. I offen tell my
frends what a abel lady you are, sed
Pa, & how sweet also, sed Pa, llke
this pudding.

Do you reely? sed Ma. You are a
deer old darling if you do, sed Ma.

I really do, med Pa. After I am
ded & parrished, sed Pa, you will
reellze what a reely deer old gent I
have been, sed Pa.

Wen do you expeck to be ded &
parriched? sed Ma.

One nevver knowa, sed Pa, eape-
shully wen one eets fig pudding In
large & generous hunks like what
I bave been eating, sed Pa. Life ia
vary vary fleeting wen fig pudding
youve been eeting, sed I'a, & thare
ls moar truth than poetry in that,
sed Pa.

If you think
injur yure helth,
you deevour {t?

I have always been that way, sed
Pa, bralv & reckless to the last dee-

that
aed

pudding will
Ma, why do

gree wen it caim to what 1 ate &
drinked, sed Pa. I fear no food & |
shrink from no drink, s+d I'a, per
viding the drink is temiperans, sed
Pa & thare was a time wen eeven
that dident matter, ged Pa.

I know it, sed Ma, you are a
wunderful old wunder, sed Ma, &
if *ou “hud happen to eet too much
fis Idng & die, sed Ma, it will

be a xweet way to go, sed Ma.

This wurld {8 awful funny, the
nicest things to eet is the moast un.
healthiest,

THE RHYMING
OPTIMIST

By Aline Michaelis——
Everyday Heroes.

Seme people praise the hero who

toddles forth to war, as will as

Mr. Nero, as cruel as a czar, They

ke to gee the saber he carries at
his side for chopping up his nelgh-

bor when he's dissatisfled, They
lave to hear him telling of win-
ning bloody fightd, of fearful
shouta and yelling, of guns and
gruesome sights. Some  people
praise the fellow who struts upon
the stage, his volce is deep and
mellow, his evea are all the rage.
They listen to his raving through

acts of storm and stress, they joy
to see him saving fair maldens in
distress, Still other heroes work-
ing for moving picture fans, with

grimaces and smirking defeat the
villain's plans Some heroes are
erratic, with temperament to spare,
while some are acrobatic heneath
the @spotlight's giare. They atrut
like Juliusm Caesar wherever ro-
mance bids: but what abount the

geezer who raises seven ldds? The

| man who givea them echooling and

pays thelr doctor's bills has lttle

time Yor fooling with wlld, herole
thrillsa, While notéd heéroes frolle
or court the tragle mush he's
nureing Buh through eolic and
buving Buster's shoea, Whera
scenes are ever shifting these fa-
mous fellows swarm: unllke the

hero Nfting the morigage from the
farm.

2 A STIRRING ROMANCE]|

and a National Authority on
Juvenile Problems. )
HEN does . the week begin?
vv “Sunday,” says the church
father, the chief purpose
of whose life was to worship God.
“Monday,” says the tradesman,
“for on that day the stirring activ-
ities of business and commerce are
regewed.” “Saturday,” says the
schoolboy. “This is the day on
which my fondest hopes and dreams
come Into realization.”

With each of the foregolng classes
the “first” day of the week is not
really numerical; it is psychological.
It is the day in which his own pre-
dominant Interest {s most (fully
realized.

Wherefore, I am contending for
a “paychologic” definition of the
week for the half-grown child, and
am urging this idea upon the at-
tentlon of teachers and parents.

The ‘“course of study” for the
grammar school should begin with
the Saturday play time and recrea-
tion. For the high school it should
be the week-end social and amuse-
ment program. For the junior col-
lege, it should likewise be probahly
the Friday-Saturday schedule of
athletics and entertainment events.

Thus we are considering what is
perhaps the most reliable secret of
dealing constructively with the
education of the young of all grades:

By W. A.
Widely Known Lecturer and Author 4

McKeever

p Give the child, the young, his lnteﬂ_":’
ests first. Provide in full meﬂsur‘l"
for the healthy satisfaction of hig

WHEN WEEK BEGINST |

then predominant social instincts
give adequate but wholesome ink
dulgence to this predominant emo-

tional desire,

Attend to this heart affair of the
child first. Plan his own program
first in the course of study. Flash

first before the attention of the
adolescent student a plan for the
happy management of his love's

young dreams,

At a large high school recently
vigited I found open insurrection.
The school board had foolishly ruled
against all athletic games., The
pupils, ugly with their teachers, re-
sisted management and were mak-
ing poor grades In their lessons.

At another one visited on ths
| following day I found a liberal lis\
of snappy athletic events supported
by teachers arc all alike. The class
work was correspondingly high-

grade, and the good will of the
pupils a thing to conjure by.
It 8 the same everywhere,

Teachers and parents are finding it
out. The vital things in the course
of training begin on Saturday, the
week-end, and the pathway of learn
ing leads from there into the path:
way of higher knowledge and in-

\ spiration.

Go Xmas shopping.
Don’t worry about
luncheon. Serve—

guests.
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